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to. bend them, doing execution at an incredible distance.
They were most accurate at the long-bow and musket,
rarely missing the smallest mark. I was as busy with
the carbine I brought from Brescia as any of them.
After every shot, I found them go into a long house, and
cleanse their guns, before they charged again.

On Monday, I was invited to a little garden without
the works, where were many rare tulips, anemones, and
other choice flowers. The Rhone, running* athwart the
town out of the Lake, makes half the city a suburb,
which, in imitation of Paris, they call St. Germain's
Fauxbourg, and it has a church of the same name. On
two wooden bridges that cross the river are several
water-mills, and shops of trades, especially smiths and
cutlers; between the bridges is an island, in the midst
of which is a very ancient tower, said to have been
built by Julius Caesar. At the end of the other bridge
is the mint, and a fair sun-dial.

Passing again by the town-house, I saw a large crocodile
hanging in chains; and against the wall of one of the
chambers, seven judges were painted without hands,
except one in the middle, who has but one hand; I know
not the story. The Arsenal is at the end of this build-
ing, well furnished and kept.

After dinner Mr. Morice led us to the college, a fair
structure; in the lower part are the schools, which consist
of nine classes; and a hall above, where the students
assemble; also a good library. They showed us a very
ancient Bible, of about 300 years old, in the vulgar French,
and a MS. in the old Monkish character: here have the
Professors their lodgings. I also went to the Hospital,
which is very commodious; but the Bishop's Palace is now
a prison.

This town is not much celebrated for beautiful women,
for, even at this distance from the Alps, the gentlewomen
have somewhat full throats; but our Captain Wray (after-
ward Sir William, eldest son of that Sir Christopher, who
had both been in arms against his Majesty for the Parlia-
ment) fell so mightily in love with one of Monsieur Sala-
dine's daughters that, with much persuasion, he could not
be prevailed on to think on his journey into France, the
season now coming on extremely hot.

My sickness and abode here cost me forty-five pistoles of, which are                          I
